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It all seems so far: away, _ 
Posed a hakras ¢ one at a time, 


Painting by Christine Hanlon 


“Scavengers” 


The Mystery of Death 
by Michael Creedon 


What if life 
Were a murder mystery 
And all my friends 
Started disappearing 
One by one? It 
Wouldn’t take very long 
And Id be all alone. 
I’m close enough 
Now. 
Too close, really. 
And what if I 
Started disappearing 
A little bit at a time? 
We can’t control everything, 
You know; really 
There’s just a little 
Bit for that, and something 
Can always sneak up behind you. 
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Its a : conspirac - A plethora of babies, 
nc _ | Leaving us gasping at the 
aelien bey ne our room. | Mystery of birth. 
so you're } never alone _ : - : Don’t ever forget 
or at peace. | The mystery of death. 
L. a It’s there too 
| It’s a conspiracy, — | And death stirs irate 
[ living in the street. | Must be BARFIGHT 
The planets won’t a Invited «sida 
you can’t tell cusp from cusp | To the by Michael Creedon 


What am I doing here 
This early in the morning 
With a whole lotta pain 

| Where that guy kicked 
my ribs in, rolling 

_ Out from under a 

_ Bunch of bushes? 
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so you can’t get a fix and 
_ your head won’t stop bleedin’ 
though your heart’s shut down. 
- Sometimes it seems like the 
whole world is out to get you, 

_ and sometimes it is. 


Party. 
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_ It’s a conspiracy, | 
_ losing hands down. | People are come think 
You did it yourself I’m homeless. I’m 


but you spread it around. . Getting out of here. Fast. 
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A Classic For All Ages 
by Mary Rudge 


Little Child in Your Land 
by Mary Rudge 

Little child in your land 

bombs bursting in air. 

We watch TVs, check our remote, 
to see your crumbling skyline, be sure 
that our flag is still there 

in your streets, around your home. 


Seven-year-old Diana and I 

cry over Gogol’s The Overcoat 

on channel 9 now 

cold Russia old poor man 

even without subtitles 

his face we both know. 
It was cold in our house last winter 
we had coats from the thrift shop 
at night we slept in one bed 
we piled on all the coats. 

The cold old man is going to die 

we saw that face once in our mirror, 

and cry. 


In your streets, around your home, 
bombs burst in air, we put them there. 
We have so many bombs to spare, 
and crave your oil, a major share. 

‘| Say, are you safe within our care? — 
we bomb your land because we can, 
kill your neighbors to show we dare, 
destroy your home, pollute your air, 
though vague on how to grieve 

for you, or leave. — 


Letter to the Not Homeless | 
by Mary Rudge 


| Who’s bad or good our power declares. 
Vengeance is ours to decide 

Let’s have no hidden weapons now, 
we get ours out onto your land. 

From our pockets to your skies. 

In your streets your body lies. 

Over carnage our flag flies, 

we watch TY to see it’s there, 

bombs bursting in air. 


Little child, in our land, 

on the sidewalks homeless lie 
homeless hungry children cry, 
schools are crumbling, and the poor 
cannot afford health care and die. 
Money sends bomb-burst in air, 

who has cared for your welfare 

little child in our land? We see where 
over horror our flag flies. 


A letter from the outer rim of rage 
to the core of the inner being 
of everyone 

knowing the people 
who live on the street out of mind 
without home without healing 
that we’ve learned to walk by 
without seeing 
that we don’t care who is feeding 
that no one is feeding, a letter to all 
with home and mailbox. 
A letter to all who have learned not to care 
not to share anymore, there have been 
so many so poor so long they are not in our 
line of vision, though they stand before us 
beseeching, saying God Bless You 
for nothing. A letter is coming, has come 
from fury, from anger, from despair. 
And it says (what it said ten years ago, 
and last year, and this morning): We 
don’t know where to go, what to do. Help! 


So many years, so many wars, 

so many little children die. 

How can peace come to alllands . 
if we sing bombs burst in air 
though our flag is there. 
When our flag is there. 

If flags fly then children die. . 
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“In your streets, around your home, 
bombs burst in air, we put them there.” _ 


) Journey from Christmas to Easter 


He was 18, 29, 52, 70, 

he had wandered far. 
kkk Kk 

SEQUENCE 4 

He was not a wise man 


He could not follow the directions. 
He was fired, laid off, not hired. 


Midnight Haiku 
by Mary Rudge __ 


TO THE MISSING | 
| by Mary Rudge 


by Mary Rudge 
SEQUENCE 1 
They followed the star 


and found him 
sleeping in a doorway. 


They followed the star 
and found him 
lying in the alley, on cardboard. 


A bus goes by; another, another. 
She is not waiting for a bus. 

I desperately look for your face 
among the homeless and hungry. 
I cannot find you. ee 
I will feed this one, 

I will take this one home, 

in your name. 


She is already at home. Here. On this bench. 


Any Sunday Haiku 
by Mary Rudge 
Sunday morning. She does not go to church. 


No place to park her shopping cart 
full of crushed cans. 


He was bipolar, alcoholic, 


schizophrenic, an addict, 
They followed a star too low L.Q. 


and found him i 
sitting against a building, He did not understand 


wrapped in a blanket. there would never 
be room for him. 
They followed a star and found him sesk se ae 


at a bus stop, at 3 a.m., 
hypothermia setting in. SEQUENCE 5 


isin He had wandered far 
SEQUENCE 2 1968 1986 2008 


still no home, no shelter. 
He looked up and saw the stars 


When I said I was searching for you 
they asked: which ward do you 
want to see? 
What Multiple Sclerosis looks like? 
What it looks like to be dying? 
Have you seen AIDS? Schizophrenia? 
Hunger? 

One 
turns like a flower toward the sun 


toward love 
like you, delicate around the mouth 


Short Poem for the Long 


Winter 
by Mary Rudge 


The parish is too poor to 
heat the church. The 
homeless man shivers like everyone else, 


with violet shadows, 
everywhere I look. 


Do people slip through the slats in 
picket fences, the slats in hospital 
beds? Become lost in trees? 


Is any poem I hold 
strong enough for a lifeline? 


by Mary Rudge 


have a kaleidoscopic other view. 


When she asks spare change 
but you pass by 


and a broken-toothed smile. 


can you feel your own? 


Has anyone fallen past the Pacific Rim? 


One Nation Under God 


With broken eyeglasses and broken veins 
she stands on the corner showing things 


her only response is “God bless you” 
She shows you how hearts really break, 


She lets you see a whole country with 
a government full of broken promises. 


as they speak of God's warmth. 


Poem, Untitled 
by Mary Rudge 


When did society teach him 
he was 
unentitled? 


Another Homeless 


Haiku 
by Mary Rudge 


Building vacant for years. 
Rats sleep there. 
Only people are homeless. 


Day of Reflection 
by Mary Rudge 


Reflecting. Me. By the lake. 
Reflecting. The tree. By the lake. 


through the drizzle of rain. 
They were his roof. 


He looked up and saw the stars 
on the badges. 
The police said, "go!" 


The men with stars 

on their police badges — 

they would give him room: 

jail cell, hospital, morgue 
KKK 


SEQUENCE 3 

He had wandered far 

Sonora to California, 

illegal, ill, still no home, no room, 
dispossessed, disappeared. 


He had wandered far 
wondering where to sleep 
that night the shelter was full 
no room for him again. 


He did not hear 
the angels sing 


just police sirens. 


He had no job skills 
no social connections 
no family No buddy 
no place in the end. 


He had wandered far, 
Louisiana, Texas, California, 
He could not pay — 
noroom noroom no room. 


A black plastic sack 

a cardboard box 

his hands on a cart 

of crushed cans, he said, 


this is home. 
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SEQUENCE 6 


She laid him 

wrapped in a blanket 
in a garbage bin 

an infant, new-born 
They found the infant 
wrapped in a blanket 
in the garbage bin — 
the police with the stars 
on their badges. 


MISSING 
by Joan Clair 


she was always there 

near the drugstore 

a small young woman 

with a crippled leg 

cheerfully greeting passers-by 
whether they stopped - 

to give her a few coins 

or didn’t 


she isn’t there this week 
not yesterday or today 
what happened? 

is she all right? 


the weather is getting colder 
the rains are coming 
I hope she is somewhere warm and dry 


I miss her 


Grateful 


by Joan Clair 


Bundled, her face red with cold, 

she stands by her shopping cart, 

full of neat folds of blankets and clothes, 
and beams rays of gratitude : 
as if I gave her a fortune 

instead of three quarters. 


Is God this grateful when we give up 
a tiny bit of selfishness, 

keeping so much more than giving. 
Could our creator be this humble. 


Why? 
by Joan Clair 


In the bookstore’s bathroom, 

a woman has just washed herself and 
stoops down to get her possessions, 
enclosed in plastic garbage bags. 

I don’t look at her directly, 


but what I see is an aura of beauty 
emanating from her face. 


And the question is why? 
How can the radiant sun 
be enclosed in a lotus of clouds? 


Grow Up 
by Joan Clair 


Let the baby cry. 
Let the puppy bark. 
Let the homeless die. . 


Do not coddle the baby. 
Do not coddle the puppy. 
Do not coddle the homeless. 


Grow up, grow up 

damn baby, puppy, homeless. 
Get out of the world, and 
take your heart with you! 


Be as insensitive as we are. 


Homeless Leaves 
by Joan Clair 


In the cities the leaves 
in autumn and in winter 
have few forest floors 
on which to fall. 

Leaves in perfect forms 
and colors of the Lord 
are swept away 

from the paved streets 
as if they never belonged 
to the earth at all 

or to a tree. 


In the city parks 

in autumn and in winter 

homeless humans in perfect forms 
and colors of the Lord = 

seek what’s left of forest floors 

on which to rest. 

“Fallen” humans find homes 
among the fallen leaves, 

among the trees of the Living Spirit; 
hiding; hidden, from those _ 

who sweep humans and leaves away. 
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Vacancy 
by Joan Clair 


How can we be housed 

and sleep at night 

when our brothers have no homes? 
How can we be housed 

and sleep at night . 
when our sisters sleep on stones? 

What happened to the home 

we shared inside God’s heart? 
Whatever drove that home to vacancy | 
drove us apart. mie 


Shopping Carts 


by Joan Clair 


It is an art 

to keep one’s life age piel 

in a shopping cart, 

to be a consumer in reverse 
shopping, storeless, in the universe. 


It is an art 

to live within the means and meaune 
of a shopping cart, 

outside the many rooms 

of those who, overconsumed, 

throw marketing excess out in rage, . 
screaming at the lack of meaning 
stuffing their lives with waste 
standing in the way of simply being. 


I am amazed at some homeless elders’ 
carts, blankets and clothes in neat folds, 
layers of grace in intricate space, 

an orderly humbleness 

so out of step with sanctified numbness 
that one could fall apart outraged 

at those who order homelessness away — 
those who could discover on their knees 
in prayer and praise a reason to believe 
before essentials bare as these 

of those who live with dignity. 


Organized disgrace, 
crimes of legalized hate 
may take the carts of the homeless away 
but cannot separate them from god 
whose home is in their heart _ 
with or without a shopping cart. 


Rent Free 
by Joan Clair 


There’s no “For Rent” sign 
in the dried-up creek. 

A man moves in 

and sleeps on his belly 
beneath the trees. 


A homeless woman searches for food in a garbage can. 


Another 
by Joan Clair 
Oh god, not another! 
Day after day when I walked my dog 
I saw her sitting on a bench 
by a bus stop. 
She always had bundles around her, 
a tall, elegant-looking woman. 
She seemed fixed there. 
Was she waiting for a bus? 


Was she homeless? 
I hoped not. 


| And now the cart, 


The bundles inside look familiar, 
right by the bus stop. 

It is getting dark. 

And now, ho woman. 


Owning the Earth 
by Joan Clair 


No one-may live for free. 

The earth is bought and sold. 
To not own is indecency. 

To not own is a felony. 


One must pay for a pilgrimage 

to be on sacred ground 

and hope that when one gets there 
it is still around. : 


In a world full of belongings 
there is no place to belong. 


The machinery moves in 

and forests are cleared to the ground. ~ 
The machinery moves in 

and the homeless are cleared 

from where they’re found. 


In a rainforest a lone orangutan 
flees its toppled tree. 

What is done to that orangutan 
is done to all of us, to me. 


On an earth that’s bought and sold, 
No one may live for free. 


Care 

by Joan Clair — 

It’s hard to find any place 
in the world that wants you. 


Maybe that’s why when I see 
people pushing shopping carts 


on the streets, 

injured birds, 
neglected animals, 

and children crying 

to miles of indifference, 
I care. 5 


Photo by Dong LIn, One American Reality, published by Cypress Press 


Needy 
by Joan Clair 


“For He shall stand at the right hand of 
the needy, to save him from those whi 
would:oppress his soul.” 

— Psalm 109:31_ 


Needy, the word is dirty; 
one should not need. 

The more unneedy one is, 
the more one’s value. 


So when anyone needs, 
be ready to leave, 


‘| be out the door. 


Your possessed time 

is worth so much more — 

a royalty of minutes. 

Be about your business busily, 
an important person going some place, 
on top of your never needy life, 

or already there. 


And whatever you do, 

don’t stop to smell the frail flowers of 
loneliness, hunger, abandonment, need. 
You are not a needy person. 

You need not care. 
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“BREAD!” 
(A reflection on the lithograph by 
Kraethe Kollwitz entitled, “Bread” ) 


‘by Claire J. Baker 


Two small children 
hungry to the bone 


clutch at their mother’s 

peasant skirt. One sucks 

at the poor woman’s thumb 

as if it were a nipple 

yielding warm milk. 

The peasant’s back is toward us, 
her head bent away from the two 
she cannot bear to face. 

All three look like statues ide of ash 
about to collapse 

in a heap of hunger — 

“Bread, please someone, bread.” 


The Emma Lazarus 
Poem Inscribed on 


the Statue of Liberty 
by Claire J. Baker 


We admire Emma's expansive lines: 
"Give us your tired, your poor, 

your huddled masses 

yearning to breathe free..." 


May the interpretation be not: 


Hapless immigrants, 
come to America 

in whatever condition 

you find yourselves 

and America may make 
your life worse & less free: 
‘there are slumlords, 

the police, the safety net 
set out to catch you 
dirty-handed. 


O no, America, 
don't make your welcome mat 
a mockery. 


Prayer for Street People 
by Claire J. Baker 


When your essence feels 
dried up, choked with weeds, 
remember you remain 

as vital as rain. 


If ever you are broken, 
fallen from glory, 
“may you listen for 
the stars’ healing story. 


Here is the moon’s luminous cloak. 
May you shine in the dark like God. 


Soul Searching 
by Claire J. Baker 


None of us with solid souls 
or souls still forming 

no one with a home 
however grand or humble 
is truly housed until 
everyone has shelter and 


a few amenities 
hot and cold water 
a safe clean bed 
daily meals 
a job 

a gentle tug of hope. 


Hermit of the Streets 
by Claire J. Baker 

He did not build 

his tower alone: 


ill-fortune wrought it 
stone by stone. 


He sees us 
from his distant place 
closer than we do 

face to face. 


“BREAD!” 


Found Among the 


Homeless 
by Claire J. Baker 


\ There are many 

so magnanimous 

they can give any part 

of themselves away 

and still remain 
angels 
flowers 

star stuff 

grain. 


BOOTS 
by Claire J. Baker 


Though as poor and alone 
as many we see, 

Van Gogh posed his pair 
of old boots, 

painted their immortality. 


WANTED: - 
by Claire J. Baker 


a washrag 

a street-toilet booth 
a pair of gloves 

a raincoat - 

a little yellow van 
rolling by, a cheerful 


attendant offering hot 
coffee, eye-to-eye contact, 
day-old donuts. Got milk? 
My god, an apple 

and a shelter bed — 

no kick-out onto streets 
at dawn’s early light. 


The homeless are turned inside 
out & upside down, topsy-turvy 
yet nervy to survive. 

Like Robert Frost, they’re 
“acquainted with the night” 
write poetry and their own 
obituary, dying many times 
before they die. 

Seems the homeless are 

not wanted, dead or alive. 


And they were once you and me. 


Art by Kaethe Kollwitz - Lithograph 1924 ~ 


SKID ROW. 
by Claire J. Baker 


How lonely is the swirl of day-old 
papers crumpled by unsure hands 
that grope but seldom find. 
Streets cast a customary 

chill when spring arrives 

hardly noticed. 


A monster stalks these streets, 
gulps down men, women, children 
who, like papers, sink to cold 
pavement, the saddest of 

old news... 


An “If Only” Hour 
by Claire J. Baker 


A man lies in a field 
near a soggy mattress — 
winter grass trapped 
under his body 
like flattened flags. 


An.old coat covers his face 
and one arm; insects crawl 
over his hand — no sign 
of life or death, 
sleep or anguish. 


Why for us to see as we stroll 
to loosen rain-stiff legs? 
Leave him be? Walk away? 
How often we mortals 

need to be gods. 


Must the Homeless... 
by Claire J. Baker 


Must the homeless become robots 
so.they won’t have to struggle 

to eat or sleep — robots, so they 
won’t see the dark side, so they’Il 
‘move ahead even more stiffly 
than they already do, obeying 
commands from the police? 


Must the homeless become robots. 
so they won’t get depressed, 
won’t feel like weeping? 
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Compassion 

by Claire J. Baker 

we can place astronauts 

on the moon, in space stations 
in the middle of nowhere; 
can cure dreadful plagues, 
make ocean water drinkable; 
can erect gigantic bridges, 
grand monuments to dmseice, 
freedom, heroism. 


It has been said: humanity 
can be fudged by how it 
treats its poorest citizens. 


Locked Out 

(The Road Once Taken) 
by Claire J. Baker 

I was homeless for a day — 
locked out of my father’s house 
for a slip-of-tongue insult 


based on my rocky past away, 
(old, better left untold) 


Spent a night of fright 

in a two-bit hotel; 

got a morning newspaper, 
checked ads, 

walked miles in rain for 

an $18/month room not much 
larger than two closets. 


Had no money; the old couple 
trusted me. I got a job, paid 
my rent; drank sometimes — 
blighted, hurt on the inside | 
where it didn’t show. 


Hey there, poet Robert Frost, 
this is a road-I once took — 
the only one before me. It made 


| a permanent impression — 


for life! 


By The Way 
by Claire J. Baker 


A cluster of poppies 
among rubbish 


-| by railroad tracks. 


| A homeless family 


railroaded among rubbish 


put out by City Hall. 


Earnest Conversation 
(for Linda) 
by Claire J. Baker 


A new friend, a retired CEO, 
asked me what she should do 
for the homeless along Shattuck. 
I suggested she try eye contact. 


She took the idea one step further: 
introduced herself to a woman 
whose illness toppled her into 
homelessness. 

(Street Spirit carried the story.) 
They had a pleasant exchange. 


I told my friend there are 

so many cracks in the system, 
so many ways to slip through, 
that it’s easier for the forsaken 
to live in the eye of a hurricane. 


Here’s a woman, who set up an 
entire internet system for a 
national telecommunications corp., 
now baffled, intrigued, wanting to 
connect with street people 

in the town where she lives. 


Later she told me she helps 
Habitat for Humanity build homes 
in Oakland... Linda is Working: e out 
a humanitarian internet, 

a compassionate noblesse oblige: 
“Build thee more stately mansions, 
O my soul...” 


“The Mothers.” - 


The Eternal March 
by Husayn Sayfuddiyn ° 


I went on the Poor People’ S March with lots of young paliters 
People who still cared to save the world : 
Who knew it really needed saving 

Who weren’t waiting for the Messiah and Mahdi 

That struggle is Eternal 

And little old me - 

Inspired by the brave young Colts 

The proud manchild looking for his promised land 


I refused to leave with empty cup and heart 
And disappoint the Doctor 


That his struggle and the life he put in harm’s way 1 was not in vain. 
I also felt satisfaction in that I was able 
To defy the Beast and get in his face 
Something I’ve been trying todo for solong _ 
How many thugs and dogs I’ve dodged just to get there 
And strike my feeble blow. 
I’ve always wondered where people’s power lay 
I found it there before the White House 
It’s in The Dream. 


TO THE CHILDREN 


by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


To the children: 

We leave blues to sing and Silent Springs 

We leave behind a multi-trillion dollar debt 

trillions that we didn’t see or get 

Polluted rivers and oceans and a war-mongering mindset, 
staphylococcal pets and No Rooms To Let 

We leave you Arlington where widows and orphans weep 
AIDS and plagues, in fearful masses sleep — 

Beside genocidal graves with a slave’s wage 

the global village and the universal slave block 
and overtime removed from the time clock 

we leave data from rocks on Mars, overpaid CEOs and movie stars 
the heroes of our delusions and the Babel of our confusion 

we leave you third rate schools producing first rate fools 
content with two jobs at Mickey D’s, 

lines at homeless shelters fleeing the signs reading “JOB FREEZE” 

we leave you the nuclear and biochemical waste dump industry 
and hi tech insecurity 

we leave you our patriotic songs and our rose tinted glasses 

Bud Lite and Ultra Brite and treaties and buttons reading 
kiss our asses 

The Last Will and Testament of the Baby Boomers 

Who grew fat from the spoils of WW II 
Then spread war rumors to enrich all war consumers 

And devised our own false and true 

So we leave you doublespeak, 9/11 and the Patriot Act 

Fortune Tellers deciding policies without the Facts 

We leave you suspicion and its consort distrust 

We leave you Lies and Alibis and Fortune Tellers to Trust 

We leave you leaderless with no Lamp to guide your way. 

Because we obey what the Fortune Tellers say 
We can leave no brighter day. 
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Without a friend 


Lithograph by Kaethe Kollwitz 


WITHOUT A FRIEND 
by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


This poem is dedicated to the homeless 
- But particularly to the Brother who 


Recently froze to death under the freeway — 
I didn’t know him, not even his name 
Hence to John Doe... 


This is a story of a man without a friend 


Going through life full of curiosity 


Challenging the icons of what has to be 


Then gone in an instant 
With no formalities— Gone 


Without farewells, without goodbyes 
With no one knowing or caring 
whether he lived or died 


So no one could laugh—but then no one cried 


Without a friend—like he came in 


He didn’t ascribe to a nationality 


Cuz his nationhood defied reality 


Wealth and its magic so near—and yet so far 


far beyond the Mission’s door 

Without a friend or countrymen 
like he came in 

alone—and barehanded 


To the forces that decreed his fate 


To lie beneath the frigid sky 


For the Coroner’s Official We’re Too Late 


I would like to say goodbye to you 


But sorry —We’re too late. 


Sorry you had to lie 
Then die beneath the frigid sky 
Asking yourself 

Why? Why? Why? 


My sorry’s too late 


Your Potter’s Field awaits 


MUSEUM EARTH 
by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


The Earth 


The Museum of the empty 
has become a Museum of Extinctions 


not fully known or understood 
As if a once-thriving city that loses 


entire neighborhoods 


As our fellow creatures wane in time 


some their end can see 


The Museum of the Empty 


becomes Empty History 


Empty rivers and lakes are as poison pools 
by nuclear mistakes 

Oceanic Life and Dead Zones duel 

no one considers the high stakes 

of the battle that’s being waged 

losing is not an option 

an actor cannot lose his stage... 
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PRIVATIZED 
by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


We the People 
Are powerless 
Privatized 
Through Privatization 
Privatizing Government 
Earth, Water, God 
Elections, sidewalks, streets 
The earth beneath your feet 
And We the People 
Become Dispossessed Tenants, 
Excluded Second Class 
Vagrants, Loiterers 
Trespassers on private property 
Pay as you go to get then blow 
Then go to Jail for Free 
But not to the private hospital 
' We the People have lost the We 
Our We has been Privatized 
in the privatized domain 
of multinational stockholders and 
Usurious Bonds of Slavery 
Hocked Futures—IOU a drudgery’s life 
and Death’s the Midwife 
of We the People 
To be heard We must demonstrate, 
parade, self-immolate 
to deaf and blind misfortune tellers... 
because our voice has been 
privatized too. 
They have privatized the We in You 


IT 
by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


If it is aggressive, 
If it kills, 
Tortures, 
Assassinates, 
Murders, 
Commits genocide, 
Spreads depleted uranium 
Bombs civilians, pollutes the earth, 
Exploits the poor, seniors, youth, 
And lies, cheats and steals — 

To be on the Level 
you’d have to admit 

It is the Devil! 


Mortgaged Children 


by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


The World’s Sons and Daughters 
Bred for Debt 
Hocked at the Wall Street Pawnshop 
Where the Daily Debt Toll’s kept — 
Passed on to the next generation and.next 
In Unicode or Ascii text... 
Lien on me 
In invisible ink on the birth certificates 
A lien on Tomorrow 
In a bleak Barrensworld where 
You cannot beg, steal or borrow... 
Government by Neo-Con Scam 
Operation Ghetto Freedom by batter ram : 
Shylocks Producing the Labor Slave 

| From the Mortgaged Children 

| Hoping to survive Neglect’s Grave 


The Beggar’s Cup 
by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


The autumn leaves beside my pillow 

The frigid wind breaks upon the bleak 
sunless dawn 

Beneath my weeping willow 

Upon whose branches I hang upon 

My frozen tears and hopeless dreams 

Unheeded by the stampeding herd 

By the withered bird fading in time’s rush 

From the green but now leafless bush 

In my secluded camp 

Called Beggar’s Hideaway 

Where the homeless paths are tramped 

In the tall, uncut grass, my Hideaway 

A feast for the stray dogs and rats 

Until the crows and smell betrays me 

And my Beggar’s Cup that 

Could not save me 


AEE SMES AEE TES BETES SSE SY 


Fra Closed 
Church Doors 
by Judy Jones 


as they make their way 
into the church doors 

all dressed in their finery 
ignoring the poor 

don’t they realize 

‘tis jesus they seek 

and he can be found 
dying on their streets: 


dying from hunger and myereet 
can’t you see him 

in the poorest of the poor 

dying outside your church doors? 
‘tis jesus you seek 
and it is he _ 

the poorest of the poor 


“Dumpster Dive’ An angel visits the desolate streets frequented by the hungry and homeless. Art by Jonathan Burstein 


get the bad people 


for god’s sake 
by Judy Jones 


ollen Aching Feet S 
by Judy Jones 


last night i had a dream 
which today came true — 


saw notice on tv 

advising us 

“to get the bad people’’ 
and report them to police 


not one person 
died homeless 
oncoldconcretestreets 


everyone had a pillow 
onwhichtolay 
their precious heads 


in this neighborhood 
the only “bad people” 
are those allowing 


men women and children 
to die on the concrete streets 
with no shelter food and medical care 


there were angels — 
dressed in white 


washing their 
swollen aching feet when we go home to god 
will be interesting to hear the 


and beings of aipetuatural light cereal reportine’): 


were at their sides _ 

nourishing their bodies _ 
minds and spirit-souls 
for they had finally — 
found a home 


did you take me in when I was homeless 
did you feed me when I was hungry 
did you find me medical aid when 

I needed it 
did you hold me tightly to your breast 
so I didn’t have to die alone? 


suddenly my 


someday I won't hear 
by Judy Jones 


someday I won’t hear 
homeless people 
pushing grocery carts 
down the streets 

and rummaging thru 
garbage cans 


someday I won’t hear 
their shrieks and moans 
in the darkest nites 
driving me insane 
soakin' in my every pore 


yes someday I’ll be free 
when every man woman and child 
has a home 

and no one dies hungry sick and alone 
on cold concrete streets 


and dat day is comin’ so soon 
yeah baby dat day ain’t too far ede 
it’s comin’ soon 


july 200% 


it’s him on your cold concrete streets : 


iui Mabon Sete se ea at ea ee a ae Steet ac th ar ied aac ae Nee OE ae 


The Royal Wedding 
by Chris Trian 


The Royal Wedding 

was enacted in a doorway in 
Berkeley, California 

last winter. 

The bride and groom 

broke a holy, stale, 
half-eaten Taco Bell taco 

and drank the 

Sacred Blood 

of a third of a quart 

of rancid strawberry milk. 

It was nearly 30 degrees 

that special Holy 

January night. 

No special star 

marked the overcast sky, 
just a thousand points 

of darkness. 

The Royal Couple 

had an old, moth-eaten 
vomit-stained wool blanket. 
It had no smallpox, 

like the ones given to the 
couple’s American predecessors 
in sacrifice and tragedy, 

in hope and hopeless epiphany. 
The blanket was insufficient. 
The couple froze to death 
together in each other’s arms 
at some point that night. 

It took three days 

for their bodies to be found. 
By then, the smell waved a red flag 
and various animals 

had started their work. 

The Royal Couple 

were not young or old, 
important or royal. 

Just discards of a mechanism 
which eats everyone. 

But they died together 


when Her Majesty’s ship Titanic 
sank into the Arctic cold. 

And the ship is sinking again. 
And the ship always sinks. 

And there are Royal Weddings 
every day. 

And the flowers that sprout 

in the cracks in the sidewalk 

in the back alleys of matrimony 
lift up their golden heads 

and scream. 


like some who chose just to go to bed 


‘THE WAR 

by Chris Trian 

_ It’s all happened before. 

| But today my coffee doesn’t work. 
My roast beef sandwich tastes like 
sawdust. I try to clean house, 

but mostly walk in little circles. 


I go outside, 
_and the headlines are dirty. _ 


All that black ink wasted on reat . 


|The city waits. The world waits. 
| We want color to come back, but _ 


"we wait almost calmly until it’s over. 


| Then we’lltry toforget 
what we never knew. 

‘Why are pallbearers 
‘So respectful of dead bodies. 
while we treat the nine, 
‘$0 terribly? . 
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BUMS 
by Chris Trian 


Good, honest bums. 

I sat in the back seat 

of my Dad’s ‘56 Chevy 

and he pointed at a corner 
_of Third Street and Howard — 


in San Francisco, 


[ *German for the “hing. Space” 
that the Nazis wanted ll 


‘The bums were SOMEBODYS. 

They were not homeless,” - 

not defined by what | 

‘they didn’t have. - 

Bhey were people who had something, 
n 


by what it was” 
_ not by what was missi 


poe 


Now we walk - 
the streets of WITHO 
Whether i in our head: 


I remember when there were bums. ce 


Without hunger or thirst. 
_ Without poverty or disease. 
Without a blanket to keep us alive. 7 


The half full glass of ater 


eo rerncr tame met oe | 


or our hearts or souls 

or on television or the radio. 
Whether in Church 

or between the sheets of love. 

“Was it good for you?” 

ask trembling lovers. 

AS IF THERE WAS EVER 

A DISASTROUS ACT OF TOUCH. 
As if ever fullness of ANYTHING, 


even hatred, 
was inferior to an ennpHness” 


of any kind. 


cena ie 


oe red 
cath CHA rE 


We walk the streets of without. 
Without pride or prejudice. 


j 
| 
i 
| 
IT DOESN’T MATTER. | _ 
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| Desperate and 


| Innocent 
by George Wynn 


The quiet and friendly 

men from the Yucatan 

were not long unemployed 
| when the local border 
rage turned deadly 


i 
{ 


| The holstered saviors 
self-appointed czars 
| of southwest justice 
first nailed the 
undocumented workers 
with their eyes 
sleeping in abandoned cars 


"Ay Dios," the innocent 
desperate to escape 

the squalor 

of Old Mexico 

dying for an 

honest dollar," 

laments an old 

religious Mexican woman 
who'd treated the innocents 
to homemade chili 

many a holy desert evening -: 
She'd touch their faces 
with gnarled fingers: 

then cover their faces 
with kisses so 

they would have the 
courage to bear 

up against the 
crazy hate that 
greeted them once 
they crossed the border 
into Gringoland 


"Ay Cristo," she sighs 
long into the 

dusty desert wind 
Bueno, they 

were so bueno." 


Visit to a Young 
Writer 


by George Wynn 


Labor Day i made a visit 
to a young writer 
of our downtown workshop 


the clinically depressed man 
in the SRO Tenderloin hotel 
explained to me as we sat 
on a tattered couch 

in the lobby 

that he lamented the closing 
of his mental health clinic 


| but if he had to choose between 
| therapy and a close friend at hand 


he would prefer good company — — 
a kind woman best a 


he gazed into my eyes, 
“therapy is like a distant 


| friend — not close to the demands 
| of day-to-day mini-crisis 


words intellectualize and instruct 
but do not offer warm hands” 


| he thanked me for the book of poems 
by william carlos williams 

| “wasn’t he a doctor,” he said 
as i was leaving 

| “yes,” i said, “and a darn good poet” 

“of course,” he said, “the doctor 

; who made house calls 

| in tenement slum buildings, 

| i believe we would 

, have liked each other’ 


| “i believe you’re right,” i said 
as i shook his sweaty hand 
before he began to cry 

| “‘i’m so alone.” 


The weathered hands of a farm worker are marked by a lifetime of hard work in the fields of California. David Bacon photo 


Courageous Po 
view 78 
‘by George Wynn 


int of 


The shelter employee 
with piercing eyes 
asked her, a 60ish divorcee 
"Will we see you again?" 
"Impossible." 

W Why? " 

"If I stay, I will be 

driven completely mad. 
There's more tranquility, 
peace of mind sleeping 
under the stars." 

That was five years ago. 
She's been true to her word 
and suffered through all the 
adventures of the night but 
not forfeited her freedom. 


Back to the Street 
by George Wynn 


The City of Shame is closing 
down the Self Help Center 
on Turk Street 

the workers care for 

the people in the Tenderloin 
they call them 

by their first name 

where will the workers 

— once homeless — go? 
where will their 
client-friends go? 


the city workmen 
on their sweeping machines 
zigzagging the street 

—do they care about the Tenderloin? 
—would they die for the Tenderloin? 
the men in blue racing 

through the Tenderloin 

on a bust 

—do they care about you 

in the Tenderloin? 

— would they kill for the Tenderloin? 


bureaucratic gamesters 
hone their knives 

and cut Tenderloin throats 
damn shame 

they put all the blame 

on the deficit 

but we’ll never 
forget the politicos 
who took a walk 
down cop-out alley 


Stranger 

by George Wynn 

In the laundry where he spends 
his days sewing clothes and 


reading yesterday’s mags 
I split a tuna fish sub with him 


| and asked him his name 
‘Just call me Stranger: Society 


validated my status after 

10 years sleeping on the street 
wore out my mind 

I admit I don't know how 

to get out of this funk 

and these worn-out rags 

but most everything you 

hear or read about 
homelessness is a lot of bunk 
Thanks for the sandwich friend 
but I gotta patch up this raincoat 
storm's coming tonight 


One City’s Shame 
by George Wynn 


The City seems to be 

denying everything 

while da mayor speaks 

in tongues under the lights 

and the supervisors receive pay raises 
they stick it 

to homeless folks without rights 

they stick it to them between the ribs 
and more and more 

homeless folks get buried 

their only faults 

they can’t get a break - 

and their poverty 


Media Hog 
by George Wynn 


why must Tony Hall go off on 

one of his sprees of scapegoating 

the just of the streets as easily 

as a child leaning his abc’s? 

the gall of Tony Hall who says | 
homeless people colonize the city 

yes they do pee on the same streets 
where Supervisor Tony Hall hangs 

his heart from the nearest tree 

Mister Hall, have the underfed 

not bled enough? If you truly cared for 
their well-being you would not be remiss 
and certainly understand this 

no, Tony Hall does not care 

for homeless folk at all 

he has become a media hog 

with ideas as dim as san francisco fog 
who needs him 


The Calling 
by George Wynn 


Uninhibited teenage girl 
not big not small 

in banquet in Chinatown 
bangs table 

if chopsticks could 

speak, "Let us rest 

that would be best." 

She rushes out into alley 
places her plate _ 

of food on pavement 

shouts back into 

dining hall: : 

"Don't forget to leave some 
for the mice and cockroaches 
She rushes home 

in the afternoon sun 

Now ten years later 

she is a nun 


Powell Street Vignette 
by George Wynn 


cable cars screech 
turn on Powell Street 


the bag lady 

feeds pigeons 

french bread crumbs 
pigeons coo thank you 


“vat time it is” 
a borscht inflected voice 
demands of her 


‘quarter to three”’ 


wink of.a bald head 

“plump lady i think... 

pardon my speech 

you so free 

not like me 

i live in coy america 

here tolstoy no longer speak to me 
please plump lady 

take big Mac” 


she coos thank you 


he taps her back 

“7 understand your situation 
everyone say ‘fuck you Jack’ 
same thing with me 

when complain america 

and war 

patriots say ‘ivan — 
what for— go back Russia’ 

i understand your situation 
good bye”’ 


she blows hima kiss 
he rubs his eyes 
and returns her kiss 


-— 
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SPARECHANGERS 
by Julia Vinograd 


The passing crowd shrugs off OL eyes 
like soggy spitballs. 

A grunge tribe with low slung belts 

down to the crack in their butts 

share a bag of day-old donuts in the rain. 
A wheelchair veteran with ghostfires 
licking at his wheels. i ; 
Empty paper cups on mock fishing poles. 
Their chants aren’t words any more, 
“spare change” is verbal dandruff 

and must be brushed away; 

what would a girl say if a new shirt 

is covered with begging dandruff? 

Not even cruelty. 

Sometimes I wish it were. The passing 
crowd hates the other football team 

or politicians 

but they don’t hate what doesn’t exist. 

The shopping cart pushed by a skinny scream 
piled high with junk and topped 

with a toy pink plastic phone isn’t there. 
-The lovers leaning into each other 

in a winter doorway aren’t there. 

The mother aiming her crying child 

at the passing crowd isn’t there. 
Sparechangers spend their days 

being erased like typos. | 

Saying “I am so alive, sort of,” 

is hard, mind-breaking work. 

The goth girls play at being vampires but 
it’s the sparechangers who cast no reflections 
‘cause no one wants to see. 

If one of them has a small fuzzy puppy 

the puppy gets a smile. 

The passing crowd feels guilty enough 

to people they love. 

There’s no room to feel guilty about strangers, 
who has the time? 

It’s going to take magic. 

I just finished a children’s story 

with a cloak of invisibility and 

what the world needs now is the exact opposite 
so we see what we look at. 
Where do we get visibility cloaks? 


JAIL 
-by Julia Vinograd. 


They lock you up and throw away the key 
and they can let you out again, sure, 

on probation. Under suspicion. 

To break and enter what’s left of your life. 
But they can’t give the key back.. 

That key’s gone. 


PEOPLE’S PARK 


by Julia Vinograd 


All the dirt under the world’s fingernails 
piled up in this park. 
We planted roses, tomatoes everyone stole 
before they got ripe, 
ants climbing sunflowers’ hairy stems 
and yellow explosions like 
comic book stars in a fist fight 
and yes, there are fist fights here. 
All the dirt under the world’s fingernails from. 
a little boy biting his tongue with concentration 
digging for treasure in his own backyard to a 
village farmer who never met any foreigners 
digging a grave for his son 

after the bombers pass. 
And at night ghosts use our swing sets, 
ghosts with dirty fingernails. 
To roses it’s all the same and 
white clover clutching a river-rounded stone 
and violets half in the shade of a beer can; 
who’s getting the next six-pack? 
All the dirt under the world’s fingernails. 
Dirty pictures in a high school boy’s 
back jean-pocket. Naked lovers in a 
sleeping bag behind some bushes 
rousted by angry cops demanding their IDs. 
Dirt singing like music 
and yes, there is music here. 
All the dirt under the world’s fingernails, 
black moons of my delight. 
Shine. Hold hands and dance. 


_ A homeless veteran on the street in San Francisco. Many veterans suffer traumatic stress for decades. 


by Julia Vinograd 


The young street kids aren’t violent 
or crazy or screaming. 


they’d have to stand up to bother anyone 
and it’s too much trouble. 


and I write about them. 

The city just sent a big police presence 

to arrest my poems. 

There’s 2 cop cars on the avenue, 3 if you count 
the one that went up the next block, 

a pair patrolling the sidewalk 

and a huge black paddywagon. 

that I think I saw in an Al Capone movie. 

All this to arrest my poems 


the way people do with a towed-away car. 

The sidewalk is unconvincingly clear. 

There should be kids in black t-shirts 

and spiked leather bracelets 

occasionally slapping a broken-stringed guitar. 


beating her small drum with her bellybutton. 
There should be a boy drawing happy monsters 
on the pavement with colored chalk. 

The city says teenagers block doorways 
and are bad for business. 

But poetry is my business 

and this crackdown is bad for my business. 


“Cleaning” the Streets 
by Julia Vinograd | 


I remember the signs around public buildings: 
library, hospital. “Do not pick the flowers.” 
“Do not walk on the grass.” And in museums: 
“Stay behind the gold rope. 

Look but don’t touch.” And it made sense. 

A child could knock over a 10,000-year-old vase. 
And the hospital flowers were paid for 

out of the hospital public relations fund 

which also paid the gardener. 

But now... There is a campaign 

to get poor people off the street _ 

as if shoes with holes wear holes in the pavement. 
And graffitti springs up like poison ivy 
if a shadow falls on walls 

without a 500 dollar suit. 

And only people who own a car 

should be allowed to walk on the streets 

or the streets will turn to sand 

and the city will sink into the sea. 

Maybe we should put the streets i in a museum 
and make the tourists 

stay behind the gold rope. | 


Crackdown on Street Teenagers 


They just sit around cuddling puppies and each other; 


They share crumbling day-old donuts and black ail polish 


and I can’t go downtown and get them back, eventually, 


There should be a girl with orange dreadlocks and beads 


Veterans on Street Corners 
by Julia Vinograd . 


Vietnam veterans sparechanging on street corners, 
drunk in wheelchairs or leaning on crutches. 

Large men shambling, muttering, their eyes 

still striped with steaming jungles; 

no one wants to get too close. 

They’ve changed lately. They still see more of war 
than the shadow people passing. 

They still keep a wall at their backs. 

And their hands are emptier for smooth curved 
grenades than for money or even a woman’s breast. 
But P’m not sure which war anymore. 
Vietnam flashbacks they wear like a living shroud? 2 
Or can they see the next war 

coming down fast on a storm of screams? 

Wild black skyhorses with mad white foam 
trampling the wounded? 

And the streetcorner veterans aren’t surprised, 
they even make small smiles of recognition, 
sugar for the horses. 


The Homeless Are Our Dirty 


Underwear _ 
by Julia Vinograd 3 


We’ve got to get the tired men 

pushing broken shopping carts, 

the waddling bag ladies __ 

with plastic flowered raincoats, - 

and the skinny young kids sparechanging dogfood 
for their dog and all her nuzzling puppies 

off the street. 

Off the street before the bombs fall. 

I can’t explain the connection 

but I remember: 

‘Suppose you were run over by a truck 

and when they undressed you in the morgue 
and you were wearing that dirty underwear 

in front of everyone 

wouldn’t you just die of shame?” 

So when the bombs fall 

everyone must be wearing clean underwear, 
good clothes, looking well fed 

and happily married in houses with gardens 
and swings for the children 

even when it isn’t true, 

hell, especially when it isn’t true. 

It’s a matter of patriotism. 

We have to suffer to look good enough for death, 
like dressing for a job. 

The homeless weren’t American enough to live 
and they’re certainly not American enough to die. 
They’re such an embarrassment. 

Suppose the world ends 

and there’s still broken shopping carts 

in ruined cities? 

Suppose the broken shopping carts never go away?.. 


Robert Terrell photo 


“STREET SPIRIT 


“July 2009 


a general call for all with no abode | 


by Randy Fingland 


| come ye caravans of loaded shopping carts 
| brigades with grocery-bagged belongings — 
regiments of backpackers with bedrolls 
righteous bums, hobos and drifters 
you thunderbird suckers passing gulps 
to each other working the corners 
to hustle hard for another stake - 
practicing the foot to foot vier Due 
to fight the cold off, 
spirit a circulation through the limbs 
assemble you park bench somnambulists by day 
who by night snore anonymously from behind the dark 


' this growing class 
unclassified 
except by estimated number 


no house in the mortgaged suburbs 

no overfurnished futuristic apartment 

crowded into midtown 

no full-accessoried efficiency studio 

with built-in security to protect the 360 degree view 
no winestenched pukestained mattress in a room 
with one blanket to staunch the. early morning chills 
in a never classy from-the-day-it-opened hotel 

no cot in a church sponsored heated refuge 

no out of service still operational school bus bunkhouse 
no camper or pickup with an aluminum shell 

or long-legged van with a foam pad 

no backseat in an abandoned four-door sedan 

no medical insurance 

no registered claim to a place in line 

no assigned position on a waiting list for nee 

no promise of a roof 

new shoes for the winter 

guaranteed training for a job 

no money 

not enough for a regular meal 

solely with 

| occasional access to an outdoor aoBiE toilet 


somehow elected to high places by popular vote 
officials forget their human roots | 

lose sight of life, liberty & the pursuit of fappines: 
although able to remember to fund defense adequately 
for continuing a self-serving economic boom 

that excludes countless people turned out into the streets 
outside thick doors held by ever stronger bolts and bars 


these mouthpieces voice an unspoken pretense 
that nothing is wrong 
with the perception 
that in the true land of plenty 
a certain segment 
of this highly advanced, civilized society 
‘| does not exist : 


pass the word: 

converge on Washington 

until there’s a sufficient density 

of the unaddressed 

claiming 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue 

as a maildrop 

so the politicians can’t help but act fast 
to draft a shelter-and-meal minimum aid package 
before the rest of the world 

learns the extent of hopelessness 

the privileged foster in America 


without electricity 


appearances 


in person ‘| everyone believe 


napping the F in social 


landscape eraces 
by Randy Fingland by Randy Fingland 
behind the oval bush in the classes 


deep in the brick corner 
it’s better shelter 

for a snooze 

but a natural trap 
should anyone: 
decide to spring it 


defined according to 
Uncle Sam 

there was never 
instruction 

in the proper ways 
to treat people 


: deep doorways : 


by Randy Fingland deceive 
Magee by Randy Fingland 
trusted a ceiling life stuffed 

of sky into traveling bags 
never knows isn’t as romantic as 
the stars the jet set would have 


Forgotten Man, a classic painting by Maynard Dixon, shows a down-and-out man ignored by passers-by. 


poverty act extended 
| by Randy Fingland 


in leprous letters 
the stakes 
are spelled out 


no one 
with the power 
to do anything 


about it cares 


therapy 
by Randy Fingland 


at the sore centers 
where the street wounded 

gather to share their cures 
for these too hard times 


there are no physical comforts 
only the words of someone’s - 
already gone through it 

and’s still here to tell 


the reappearance of 


marie antoinette 
by Randy Fingland 


the wonders in the numbers 
of folks who remember 

the dismissal of charity’s place 
with let them eat cakes 

to the french press 

attending her husband’s court 


extended to new pen 
of hunger 
these many centuries later 


| because certainly 


there’s insufficient bread 
to go around now 

and once again 

such a deficit’s acceptable. 


gut it out 
by Randy Fingland 


no umbrella in the rain, 

no parachute for the jump, 
no shoes through the winter, 
this is the new world order 


where the haves & their needs 
continue to take precedent over 
‘the nots who remain free to 


develop all the needs they want ~ 


| overthrown by the revolution | 


‘catch as catch can 


sit in, don’t march 
by Randy Fingland 

there begins a lack 

of the will to move 

since the only ladder 

offers a lateral climb 

to backwater shanties 

with nowhere for joy 

to sleep with under one roof 


designated as holocaustal by 
the monthly waste of resources 
slackening nutrition 

until nothing matters 

except to end everything 

this place has come to mean 


in the hearts of the innocent 
throughout the world 

unless everyone rises 

& shouts together — 

it’s time to change course from 
all this trickle-down obscenity 


it will continue until 
none of us are left 

to love our neighbors 

as we’ve forgotten to love 
ourselves 


goin’ on 
wrong 
by Randy Fingland 


single family burnouts 
bring duplicate 
indifference 

in triplicate disorder. 


| while peripherally © 


quadrupling 

the quintessence of 
weather-beaten faces 
on the streets of all need 


by Randy Fingland 
the abandoned shopping cart 
overflowed: 


plastic bags stuffed 
with aluminum & tin cans, 


as well as 
plastic & glass bottles, 


hung on every side, 
stood glazed 


wet, 
from so much rain. 


cleverly disguise _ 
by Randy Fingland , 


the only way to avoid 
targethood 
is to keep moving — 
no laying out 

the sleeping bag 

‘under an overpass 

when it’s raining — 
never stretch out 
onapark bench . 
during business hours — 

and always keep 

‘the nostrils full of 

_ the air from another 

district of our fair city 


turn off, tune out, 


drop it 


by Randy Fingland 


If then there’s no change 

from the present circumstances 
to expect, that is if the world’s 
stuck deep in the status quo 
with its long range poverty 
under the guise of long range 
(obscene) profits being necessary, : 
then the time has come 

former president jefferson said - 
to subvert the dominant 
paradigm (capitalism) 

with an excellent rebellion. 

In fact, what else 

can a poor boy do 

but join a band of boycotters? 


supporting local 


merchants 

by Randy Fingland — 
ever notice how 

the street pilgrims 

are the ones 

to patronize the small 
(often family-owned & operated) 
independent businesses 
for daily supplies, 
rather than large 
corporate stores, 
which tend not to 
welcome 
spending-for-survival 
shoppers anyway 
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East Bay Food Not Bombs serves a meal to hundreds of people in People’s Park in Berkeley. 


SESTINA TO THE HOMELESS PEOPLE 


by Maureen Hartmann 


O the tough reality of homelessness! 

O the inner and outer chaos! 

O the harassment from the law — a living Hell! 

O not having a room for intimate relationships — the loneliness! 
O the dull ache of hunger! 

O the ailments from cold! © 


O the discovery that society is cold! 
O the circumstances that, lead to homelessness! 

O the rage brought on by the suffering of hunger! 
O the everyday life of nothingness and chaos! 

O the pain of constant loneliness! 

O the clutches of Hell! 


O the alienation from normalcy! 
O in winter, the bone-chilling cold! 

O the desire to sleep that comes from loneliness! 

O the agony, not having a bed, that goes with homelessness! 
O having to accept kindness from strangers — the chaos! 

O the lack of food for thought that leads to inner hunger! 


O the forced fasts that result in extreme hunger! 

O what one has to do for survival — it’s Hell! 

O the verbal and physical abuse of panhandlers — the fear! 
O the physical agony of hunger and cold! 

O the humiliation of homelessness! 

O the constant loneliness! 


O the stench that results in social loneliness! 
O the continual presence of hunger! 

O the cutbacks of Care Not Cash to the homeless! 

O the prospect of having one’s check sliced — the Hell! 
O the inner and outer bitter cold! 

O the San Francisco political chaos! 


O the legislation that feeds the lives of the homeless to chaos! 

O the homeless, jobless, friendless life that leads to loneliness! 

O the fear of strangers in shelters that leads one to stay out in the cold! 
O the waits in soup kitchens, that bring hunger! 

O the losses of property due to confiscation by the law — Hell! 

O the dues in life that are paid by the homeless! 


O the cold, O the chaos! 
O the homelessness, loneliness! 
O the hunger, O the Hell! 


Hopeless Homelessness 
by Maureen Hartmann 


She came with me At the Sunday morning 
and my older woman friend to lunch at 
La Val’s on Euclid at an outdoor table, 
since it was a warm sunny day. 

She had told us she was homeless. 

My friend paid for the woman’s lunch 
and asked her if she had tried to get in 
the woman’s shelter on Dwight Way. 
She responded, 

“J just want to enjoy the afternoon,” 
as if she had tried too many shelters, 
including the women’s shelter, 
and just wanted to take a rest 
from thinking about homelessness. 


a young woman 
appears regularly. 
Her head is bent over 
as in a permanent bow 


She seems to be laboring 


Breakfast Guest 


by Maureen Hartmann 


free meal in People’s Park, 


and opulent reddish hair falls 
softly over her face as she 
comes through the guest line. . 
I wonder what bothers her. 


under a thousand burdens. 
I hope my hospitality at the 
breakfast gives her comfort. 
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A Stupid Incarceration 
by Maureen Hartmann 


Cobra, age 29, served 90 days in Santa Rita Jail 
for not paying a $30 fine. 

The story is that he was 

without income last spring . 

because his SSI had been severed. 

This, in spite of his having seizures 

and being unable to work. 

He was fined for sleeping outdoors. 

In May he received a settlement _ 

for loss of SSI, and went to school in fall, 
as an art major. 

In the excitement of going back to school, 
he forgot to pay his fine, 


He tells of beatings by jail personnel 
and of fellow inmates ane 
who were jailed for the same reason he was. 
He was released from jail in early December 
and will start school all over again this year. 


UNSAVED LIFE 


by Maureen Hartmann 


It happened that a priest was going along 

that road, and saw the man, but passed . 

by on the other side. (Luke 10:31) 

I met a man on Shattuck near University 

in Berkeley who was lying in a doorway. 

He had a two liter bottle of Pepsi beside him. 
His eyes were wide and frightened. 

I asked him if he’d like me to treat him to 

a cup of coffee, or a croissant to go with the soda. 
He said he wasn’t hungry and 

he didn’t feel well, that he had a heart 
condition, and was having pains in his chest. 

I asked him if he’d like me to call an ambulance. 
He said “No, I’m alright.” 

I didn’t pursue it and passed him by. 

I wonder if I could have been more persuasive, 
telling him that my father died of a heart attack, 
I possibly missed the opportunity to save him. 


Elderly Homeless Man 
by Maureen Hartmann 


He was an elderly man, 
with a white beard, 
lying on the lawn of one of the houses 
between my home and Lake Merritt. 
He looked weary 
and decrepit in dress. 
He was like an image of my animus, 
the masculine part of my feminine self, | 
that I discovered from reading the 
Swiss psychiatrist Carl Jung. 
I hope my ‘“‘Hello” greeting, 
to which he seemed too “‘in himself” 
to respond, 
| reached him inside. 


Lydia Gans photo 


and was arrested and jailed in September. i ae 


Memorial Day Picnic 


For Homeless People 
-by Maureen Hartmann 


They came in the hundreds, mostly men, 
a couple of apparently teenage girls, 
some disheveled more than others 

to the elegant feast, 

fried chicken, beans with pork, 

golden sweet corn, 

red bean and hominy bean salad, 

side dishes of black olive, 

artichoke hearts and red peppers, 
tuna salad for those who due to 
principles or health don't eat chicken, 
ice cream sundays. 

It was a celebration for the poor 

on a solemn day 

that middle class and wealthy people 
celebrate by barbecues 

or possibly visiting the graves 

of loved ones. 

What joy that there can be a rich dinner 
on this day and for a short time 

there can be-unity 

among economic classes 

as we hope there can be unity 

among nations 

and we won't have to commemorate 
the dead in current wars. 


“Seeking Shelter” 


(headline in newspaper article) 
by Maureen Hartmann 


Under the headline, “Seeking Shelter”’ 

is a picture of a woman neatly dressed, 
with pretty makeup, 
sitting on a tiny shelter bed. 

Her face is too serene, 

belying her statement 

that the condition of homelessness i is 
an “ongoing nightmare.” 

She was laid-off from her position 
-|-and the’ building in which she lived'** 
was repossessed. 

I think of my friend from church who 
for years has been looking for housing. 
I saw her last sitting on a bus bench. 
She said she was going to have to 
move again, out of her motel, 

and anyway, the weather is nice today 
and Jesus was homeless. 


A Homeless Man 


Sleeping in an Alcove 
by Maureen Hartmann 


He was a tall, dignified man 
with a white beard, 

dressed handsomely, with good hygiene. 
A neat encampment,. 

mainly a double bed with 

mattress apparently set on box springs 
was set far back in the alcove. 

A large suitcase was set on the 
well-made bed when he was gone. 

His things and the bed disappeared 
one day, and so did he. 

Then he reappeared with a sleeping bag 
in a corner of the alcove. 

Finally the sleeping bag disappeared, 
And I saw him once sitting in 

the empty alcove. 

He nodded when I asked him 

if his things were taken 

by the Department of Public Works. 


My Homeless Soul 
by Maureen Hartmann 


My soul is homeless 

because it’s looking for love. 
There’s a part of me that 
wants to be homeless, 
because then I think 

I'd find love, 

like a homeless 

woman I know. 


? 


I keg rnsistinig 6 on anew world that 
| Offers sanctuary to recalcitrants 

| Like me, who don’t know when : 
| They’ ve had enough of the old to want 


LA thousand times. 


Le keep insisting on a new Vor with 
| Peace, and freedom, and equality; 
| 1 can’t see anything wrong with it, 
| But I always have to push ceeriihing 
| And in the end the new world 
_ Keeps becoming the old world 
| But worse — and more ie decepave, 


(Facies onion clatn dah itt ids 


oot Santina 


Warm For A While 
by Michael Creedon 


I walk up to my corner 

On 40th and Broadway in Oakland 
To Dave’s store 

| And there are people 

| Standing around drinking from 
Cans in brown paper bags 

In the icy cold wind at 10:00 p.m. 
They’re walking around. 
They’re not going anywhere. 
They’re having their version 

| Of a good time 

And I guess I’m having mine. 


It’s kind of scary to me. 

I know some of these guys. 
They sleep in the park. 

And it’s pretty cold at night. 
They don’t have sleeping bags. 
They don’t have blankets. 

All they have 

Is their cans of beer 

In brown paper bags 

And that good feeling 

That only keeps you warm 
For a while. 


Funding 

by Michael Creedon 

I don’t want to be a victim 
In the money power parade 
Any more; 

I’m sick of people 

With gold underwear 
Sighting down their 

Skinny white shins at me. 

I hereby demand liberation 
To a higher level of being — 
And I don’t mean just 
Physically. I’ve got a 

Soul too, you know. 

So when you start 

Spouting off about 
Funding, don’t forget 

The refund, ours 

By right, which goes into 
Those big spiritual 
Outhouses you keep building 
Downtown, out of town, and 
Tore down. 


Yes, we have spiritual needs 
“hat require more than funding, 
and once we are fed some 
0aves and fishes, 

‘We'll go out and find it so fast 
‘Pll make your head spin. 


_ The new. And I’ve done it allo over again ' 
| 
j 
j 
j 


STREET SPIRIT July 2009 


| Sorry, Sorry Moon 
by Michael Creedon 


Sorry, sorry moon, 

I didn’t mean to make you cry 

When I took that half-full bottle. 
You see, I thought the man was dead. 
And that just makes it worse. 


Is my conscience dead? 

I didn’t even blink. 

I just took the jug and then I ran. 
I’m so sorry, moon. 

I looked around and all I see 
Was you looking down on me. 


When he wakes up 

And needs a drink 

He’s gonna see you too. 

And he won’t know to be thankful 
To still be half alive. 

Oh sorry, sorry moon — 

The things we make you see. 


’ The Berkeley Hotel 
| | by. Mic el Creedon — 


‘Hunger has my 
undivided attention, 
| Thirst. s cks at my cells 
from all sides. _ 
|lam watching the dementia of 


by Michael Creedon 
ae doors are ‘opening. |. 


any more. 


He’ s so tired, ] 


‘She’ 5 so beat-up, 


breathin crack. ' . 
ok : ee ‘One of You 

nm the win Ay Se a 
andintherain, by Michael ‘Creedon — 
tired people, I g0 out there _ 

lost and lame. On my side of the bay 


Andi know Pm | going to see 
A lot of familiar faces _ 


He’s been stranded, 
she’s been used 


Every day. . 
in the manner of © These are my people - 
straight-up abuse. And they: don’t know me. 
All the people 
standing around, They are the panhandlers ane 
hands wide open, Homeless, the lost and — 


Disenfranchised, cast off from society 
To live as best they can 

On the streets of Berkeley, Oakland, 
‘Richmond, ‘San Francisco, 
any big city anywhere everywhere. | 
appear to have mee but I don’t. 
I don’t have a cent. 


staring at the ground. 


Lee hop Le roe - 
_ Till the good day comes 


Friends? 


by Michael Creedon Itry to dress nice, Goodwill store helps, 
You can’t attack me now; And keep up a happy face 

I’ve fixed good chili to-eat But I'm dying inside 

For my dinner. Feel free Just like you guys. 

To drop in. They’re You guys, not “them.” 


Tearing my building down 
And the other tenants are 
Long gone, but that’s 
What I like about it: 


You and me, we’re together, 
We’ve got more in common than 
Them, the people with money, who 
Aren’t interested in us. 


Ese eer et 


“ae I'm gett outta here 
iI gots to run. The night 


It’s quiet at night It makes me mad 

| ke ee down hard ” When the workers go home 

ea cant _ And the roaches come out If I lose my tiny apartment 
To play. Oh, I h i 

‘Flapping oft in the wind. play , | can hear Which takes all my SSI check 


Them slithering around, 
But it doesn’t bother me 
Much. 


I'll be on the street too 
And I don’t know what 
I’ll do. 


| I know my ¢ enemies. 
| Where are my friends? 


oe z i 
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